You chains, that twine about mv feet, bright hair,
delicate, subtle, finer than fine laces,
half black, half chestnut-brown and whollv fair,
the type of Venus and her sister Graces,
you clip me so, that in love's sweet despair
you wound like arrows in a hundred places,
and your least curl the rage would overbear
of him whom evil living most debases.
Tresses not bought nor borrowed, nor none need deck
to gild what nature with perfection crowned,
give me a single lock, and let me wear it
so that, beholding it about my neck,
my love, who sees me thus, her captive bound.
may learn her cruelty, and so forswear it.